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MARTIN THORN is dead. So far as

the laws of man go, he has paid the
debt for the murder of William Guldensuppe.alife for a life.

The death bolt struck at 11:17 yesterdaj
morning.
"It was the most successful execution 1

ever have witnessed," said the prison physician.who has seen many men die in Just
that way.
"He was the coolest man I ever have seen

go to his death," commented the grim
Warden, whose nod had summoned the
law's lightning.
Certainly Martin Thorn had seemed as

composed as a man well could who was
about to test in the dread eternity the gennlnnnoacnf hlc n ...1 V,(«

salvation for his soul. The guards reported
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that he slept well over night. That is the

usual formula. As a fact, he turned often,
started some, and was broad awake at 5:45,
when he could hear the far low peal of the

Trinity bells, coming to him like a knell.

Slowly the prison began to wake about

him. The guards commenced to stir and

their footfalls echoed dismally In the darkenedhalls. The pipe of a bird came from

the bright outside, telling of the awakened
life in the world from which Thorn had

been shut so long and which he was never

to see again.
The death watch was changed at 6:30, and

morn men shook miuseu num >_uin.u

and put on the suit of sombre black made
for him In the prison.ill-fitting, shambling
clothes, which made him look like a forlorn
unpopular undertaker, but which he pitifullythought made him appear a gentleman.
No wonder he waved away his breakfastr

For some reason men are expected to eat
under such circumstances, and they generallydo; but Thorn had no appetite. His
spiritual exaltation had not come to him so

early. The gray of the morning brought
all the horror of his position fresh upon
him.
Thorn had few words for his watchers

and soon began to pray. But the light did
not seem to break. The grisly thing In the
next room was upon him, an incubus and a

dreftd.
tie 11 ureun uowii yet, ana v\e 11 uavc lv

carry him in," whispered one watcher to
another.

Terror Came at Dawn,
Then they tried to get his mind away

from the death chamber. They baited him
with inquiries about his past, his Polish
home and the land where he "began a life
of siuless hope that merged maturely into
hopeless sin." The night before he had
been quick to talk of his days of innocence.
Narration had been easy for him, and his
speech flowed more freely than ever before.
But the terror gripped him with the

dawn. He told the warden that he dreaded
the last hourk, and the minutes did not
race with him as they are supposed to do
with the doomed.
Then the priest came.good Father Hanselman,who had ministered to his spiritual

needs ever since the law laid its hand upon
nis shoulder and said "Thou art the innn!"
At once the black horror fled. It was as

if the lifting of the cross had expelled the
evil one. The exorcism was complete.
Thorn was himself again. At least, he
was the man which the ministrations of
the Church had made of him.
"I am prepared," he said when the

warden looked in.
The rest of the morning was given over

to the consolations of religion, to prayerand the administrations of the last rites of
the Church, Father St. ohn, of the village,assisting Father Hanselman in the servlc< s.
Thorn must have heard the tramp and
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; chatter of the curious visitors who by this

time were being shown through the prison,
who were inspecting the doom-scaling
chair, who were commenting flippantly or
with affectations of horror on the preparationsfor the day's tragedy. But if he
heard them or thought of the meaning of
the unusual stir, he gave no sign. For all
he seemed disturbed, he might have been
back again tripping about his father's cobblerbench in that Posen of the long ago.
Meantime the slow coaches of Sing Sing

town were rumbling up to the prison door,
and from them were stepping men who
had come from up and down the world to
be in at the death. Doctors were there to
make professional notes on the physiologicaleffects of the shock of the electric
fluid. Newspaper men and illustrators attendedas a matter of disagreeable duty.
But the others came just to see a man die
and to get the little notoriety which would
leak to them from association with an
"occasion." These strutted their little
while, pluming their conceit, and concerned
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about bow they themselves would feel in
the presence of sudden death.

Mis Mands Betrayed Mis Dread
Warden Sage and Dr. Irvine, the prison

physician, were much questioned as to how
the condemned man was bearing himself.
"I noticed last night when I shook hands

with him that his flesh had that peculiar
warmth which comes to ail the condemned
as they approach the time for dbath," said
the Warden. "The hand feels like a glove
filled with warm wat?r. The condition
shnws fhnt r»rw matter how nntwflrdlv Cflilll

and unconcerned the man may seem, deep
inside of him is one thought and one

dread."
The talk drifted to otaer executions, and

the possibility that Thorn might "make a

scene," fainting or rising in impotent wrath
against his fate, to shake his fists and bite
his tongue. It was recalled that Mayhew,
the burly negro, had threatened not to
leave his cell without a fight, though he
had been quiet enough at tne end.
All manners of executions were talked

of. One told of a Western hanging with
the prisoner driving the guards from the
scaffold. Another explained the sudden,
unheralded summons to the French guillotine,with the holiday aspect of Parisian
death. A traveller hud seen the Chinese
executioner at work and also the strangling
of the garrote.
But as they talked the watches kept

coming out and snapping nervously, and
the groups were continually shifting. Meu
gulped and moistened their lips as if braejlng for an ordeal. Martin Tnorn was not
the only one who could not entirely shake
out of himself the thought of the chair and
the passing of the death angel.
The electricians fluttered some. There is

always with them the fear that the great
force which they so generally control, but
only half know, would play some last
prank and make of the execution a butcheryand a thing to cause a shudder round
the world. So they f jssed a good deal
with the apparatus.State Electrician Da;vis, Tyler, his assistant, and Hilbert, who
has charge of the prison dynamos.
"Everything about the machinery is all

right," said Tyler afterwiard. "But the
weakness of it all is at the man himself.
If there is any burning of the flesh or
failure of the current to do its work, it
will be because of Imperfect connections
with the frodv, nnd that is a thing we cannottest,"
"I feel certain he will go to his death

with composure," said the Warden to cheer
a large man who looked faint.
"Do you give hinj whiskey?" inquired the

faint1 one.
"No; he has not asked for stimulants.

They never do. Only one in my experience
called for anything, and he wanted a hottle
of beer."
"Will he make a speech before getting

Into the chair?"
"I think not. They don't do that any

more. Speech making before death passed
away with the gallows tree and the platform."

This Death Mefciful.
"It Is the fnost merciful of methods," puf

in Dr. Irrlne. "The stroke is so sudden
that the nerves have no time to tell of It
to the brain. So the man actually does not
know wh'en the bolt comes. As for how the
fluid kill's there is much yet to learn. We
know that we get a temperature of 112 afterdeath, and how much more we cannot
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ten. ror tne cnmcai inermomerers win nor

register more than that. We also"
Here there was a stir. Necks stretched,

heads turned, and there was that indeterminateshuffling lu one general direction
which indicated an Importaht interruption.
A tall, heavy-barrelled man In rusty attire
stepped from a carriage and, followed by
one whose smug appearance and super-sad
demeanor, marked him for a handler of the
dead, stepped hastily into the Warden's innerroom.
"That's Minker, Thorn's brother-in-law,"

said the knowing ones pointing to the man
in rusty garb; and the whisper "That's
Minker! That's Minker!" ran from mouth
to ear around the throng.
Probably Mr. Minker was never so importanta personage before. He had becomean event in a nerve-harrying time and

had relieved a torturing strain.
"They have come to claim the body,"

again whispered those whose familiarity
with the details of the great crime had
made them oracular.
So all gazed upon Brother-in-law Minker

ns if wpro n chnw nnrl hftfrtro pnnvoren

tlon had again become forced and the tensionunbearable the Warden stepped to a
door, beckoned and said:
"This way, If you please, gentlemen."
Deputy Warden Hickey looked over the

eager ones who pushed forward and noted
that none went In who was not bidden of
the law. There was a stretch of gravel
walk, and a servitor In white coat and
striped trousers bent over the file of men
from a balcony above.
"That's the butler who was concerned in

the Burden diamond robbery," went the.
whisper along the line, and the butler-convictretreated before the fire of curious
eyes.
"That's the cell of Mrs. Place," was onothercomment as a narrow window was

indicated.
"1 wish Mrs. Nack were there, too,"

growled one who nil along has held that
she was the real culprit, the designing
schemer, who sent Guldensuppe to his
death, while Thorn was the man of wax
in her hands.
"Hut. the Doay or tiuiaensuppe never

could have been Identified without her confession,"interjected Dr. McAllister.
It. was Dr. McAllister who. with Drs.

Irvihe and Sheehan. performed the autopsy
on Guldcnsuppe's mutilated reniuins. and
ho recalled the prophetic declaration made
at that time: "We'll an see the man who
was responsible for this in that chair up
at §ing Sing." And all three were there.

IN THE CHAMBER
OF THE DOOMED.

These bits of conversation and parts of
frazzled and broken sentences will come

up to men In the after days as part of a

half-lived time. For probably no one of
ail the men who passed along that gravelled
walk and into a prison door at Its end was

just his, normal self. Each walked with
hat In hard, reverently. There was never

a sound which indicated a chuckle or a

laugh.
Once within the doar and when it closed

behind them the men ranged themselves
close to three walls of the oblong room.

Against the other wall was the box where
the ejectrlcal machinery is hidden; in
front of that the chair.
The Warden and the electrician were the

only ones who moved. They busied themselveswith the last arrangements.really
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doing over what already had been done,
just to make assurinee doubly sure and to
kill oft' some of the heavy, fateful time.
"Look at my hands," said former CongressmanHenry C. Miner.
He was shaking like one stricken with

the palsy. The man he spoke to seemed
about to drop. Some who had swelled
with the Importance of their selection as
witnesses to the scene shrunk and seemed
to wish they were far away.

The Strain on Nerves Intense.
"Visitors must not touch the straps or

chair," road the printed warning at the
back of the "thing." There was no need
of such admonition in that company.
"I can't stand this much longer," whisperedthe fellow with the red tie, looking

with yearning eyes toward the door.
"Gentlemen," said the Warden, breaking

in with his quiet tone. "Gentlemen, a displayof the current will now be made on
these twenty lights which you see in the
chair. And you will please the Warden
very much if, after the execution, all the
guuemeu present win retain ineir positions
until invited to come forward."
There was an accent on the "all," and

the appeal of the Warden was intended to
prevent a disagreeable episode planned by
a newspaper which had sent a doctor to
the death chamber with orders to rush forwardimmediately after the current was

applied and secure data for a sensational
report. As for the test of the lights, it
incRnt nothing to the lay mind. The twentylamps ranged in a row burned brilliantly
once the current was turned on. Theii
they went out when the lever was turned
baeK ana were ratten awny.
Suddenly It was noticed that the great

door on the right of the room had swung
open, soundless and suggestive. There
was a natural Impression thnt such a massiveportal would shriek and groan when
making way for death. Chains should have
rattled and there should have been a
shivery clashing of rusted keys. There are
such accompaniments in all the dramas of
death, but the siknt opening was more impressive.
Then the Warden went through that door,
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and the minutes, which had lagged before,
became more sluggish and almost stopped
as the hearts quickened their beatings.
"Ob, what a relief it will be when they

show through the door!" muttered an artist,whose reluctant pencil had refused to
move.

"The Time Mas Come."
"The time has come, Martin!" said the

Warden as he entered Thorn's cell, while
those in the death chamber held their
nerves in what leash they might.

"I must bid you good-by," continued
Colonel Sage as Thorn rose from his bunk
without a word.
The murderer took the Warden's hand,

shook 't feebly and said in a low voice, "1
wish to thank you for all your many kindnessesto me."
Then the Warden led the way, and Thorn,

taking the arm of Father Ilanselman, followedour into the corridor and toward the
waiting chair.
As he stepped Into the death chamber he

glanced once at those waiting there, and
his look was furtive and fearsome. He
seemed to regard the huddled men as so

many avengers. Then with long, quick
steps he made for the chair as if seeking
there his escape. In his eagerness he
seemed to drag the priest behind him, but
his feet shuffled, as if he were not entirely
sure of the stability of his knees.
But whether voluntary or involuntary,

there was the wraith of the familiar
smile as Thorn shuffled Into the chair
after the manner of une making great
haste. He kissed his crucifix, handed it to
Father Hanselman and rapidly repeated
the prayers of his faith. The priest put
the crucifix back to his lips and then, as
the attendants hurriedly adjusted the
straps on arms and legs, gave It to him to
hold In his right hand.
His right leg was stripped to above the

knee and the electrode adjusted below the
swell of the calf. Then down came the
cap upbn his head, covering his eyes, but
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r Martin Thorn, Murderer.

leaving the mouth and chin exposed, so
that there was something of his expression
yet on view.
As the cap pressed home and the salt

water of its sponge ran down upon his
face he seemed to speak to the official
who was making the adjustment. But It
was only a part of his prayer.
The words were fluttering on his lips

when the Warden nodded. Suddenly there
irfls n snnrul ns full nf mpnnr»A na thp rut.

tie of H snake, and Thorn's body strained
and wrenched at the fastenings as If he
would throw himself writhing from the
chair.

The Stroke of Death.
It was the stroke of death.
Father Hanselman bent forward toward

the chair, muttering the services of the
church. It seemed as if the strained,
tense body would make reply.as if the
lips would move.
Dr. Irvine bent from the other side,

watchinc the tinmlar vein In the swelling

neck. He, too, seemed talking to Thorn,
as if expeclng an answer. It did not seem
possible that the man was dead.
This uncanny situation lasted five seconds.It seemed five minutes. Then the

body relaxed and settled back, limp and
flaccid.
"It's all over," whispered one who raised

a handkerchief to wipe a dripping brow.
But in an instant there was the strain

again, and the body grew rigid and twistedonce more. The Dare leg showed the
muscles wrenched out of shape. The hand
holding the crucifix had moved as If with
life. Foam ran from the mouth, the lips
of which had drawn away, showing the
teeth clenched as if in agony. Smoke came
from the electrode at the leg and there
was an offensive odor in the place.
The electrician stepned up and adjusted

n s^rew at the top of the headpiece. Dr.
Irvine spoke to him and he answered.
"Sometlrng's gone wrong!" exclaimed an

agitared witness.
Again the body was permitted to relax,

and again there was the dreadful chug

story of Martin Thorn's Tria
body found in the East River,
same body, except the head, found in th
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which came as it seemed to swell in a last
desperate effort to break its bonds. A scar
which had shown red upon the exposed
knee turned blue. The head was twisted
vtolttir.lv tn nnp strip.
"Heavens! isn't he dead yet?" muttered

one of the onlookers.
It seemed that a quarter of an hour had

elapsed since the first fell stroke. As a
marter of fact, just one minute had been
consumed. Then the current was turned
off; the last drops of holy water were
thrown on the body, Dr. Irvine made his
exam'nations as to respiration and heartbeat.and the other doctors pressed up to
have their turn at the grewsome instruments.Fathers Hanselman and St. John
continued to intone an antiphonal service.
The scientific record showing the voltage

used, amperage and the time of application
of the current was given out, the straps
were unbuckled, the headpiece removed,
and the bod.v of Martin Thorn was carried
to that slab in the dim back room, there to
be hacked and mutilated as he had hacked
and mutilated the corpse of William Guldensuppe.
So died Martin Thorn, and the experts

Called it a most successful execution. Certainlyit was a dreadful sight to see.

HIS LAST HOURS IN
HIS CELL.

Thorn's last hours on the morning of his
execution were uneventful, as have been
his eight months of prison life. He was

braced for the ordeal and only once yester!day morning did ho betray the menta' turmoilthat agitated him. He had awakened
at 5:45 o'clock and lay on his cot, occa'slonally exchanging a word with "Judge"
Croak, his lugubriously named death watch
outside the cell. Croak was off duty at

I

| half-past 6, and as he left he said good-by
to the condemned man for the last time.
Then Thorn arose and dressed himself, and
half an hour later the Rey. Father Hanselmancame. The two knelt in prayer, the
priest outside and the penitent behind the
bars.
Warden Sage came Into the cell room at

8 o'clock and talked with Thorn for a few
minutes, while Father Hanselman went to
the AVarden's dining room to get breakfast.
Heretofore the condemned man has

walked to the chair without coat, waistcoator collar, but Thorn asked the Warden
to bo allowed to dress himself fully.
"I want to die looking like a gentleman,"

he said, and his wish was granted.
Alone with the Priest.

From 8:30 until 11 o'clock the priest
and the prisoner were alone together.
They talked earnestly in low tones.
Guard Philip Morris withdrew to a distance,as far as his duty would permit him.
A few minutes after 11 o'clock the iron
door from the execution chamber opened
with a clang and a group of men appeared
before Thorn's cell. Simultaneously, the
heavy black curtains were rolled down beforethe other cells in the room, shutting
out the view from Braun, Meyer, Pullerson
and McDonald, the four other condemned
men who have been Thorn's companions.
"The time has come, Martin," said WarIden Sage, as the guard unlocked the cell

door. Thorn stepped out and he and the
Warden shook hands. "I must bid you
good-by, Martin." The Warden betrayed
more nervousness than the murderer.
"Good-by. Wnrden." said Thorn in a

firm voice, though his tones were low. "I
desire to thank you for your many kindnessesto me."
Those were Martin Thorn's last words.
Father Hanselman and Father St. John

ranged themselves on either side of the
prisoner. State Detective Jackson stooped
down and with a great pair of shears cut a
slit through Thorn's right trouser's leg and
underdraws from the bottom nearly to the
thigh. Then Principal Keeper ConnaughIton steeped to Jackson's side and Keepers
Martin Mulllns, Martin Deeley and John
isurKln leu 111 tut* it-ai. iu mi» uiutri iuc

procession went through the corridor Into
the presence of the death chair, the Wardenleading. I
No sooner had Martin Thorn been pronouncedofficially dead than his body was

carried to the autopsy room, behind the
chair room, stripped and laid on a great
slalf of slate. Then luncheon was declared,
and the witnesses and physicians and reiporters became Warden Sage's guests at
table. It was half an hour after noon be-.
fore the post-mortem examination was begun.

Fodv Under the Knife
Dr. G. W. Goodwin handled the saw and

the scalpel. He is assistant orthopedic
professor at the Post-Graduate Hoenlt&l.
Dr. H. T. Brooks, pathologist of the Po6tGraduate,and Dr. John McAllister, 05
Bellevue, were really in charge of the
autopsy. Dr. L. Schoney took notes and
Dr. Irvine, the prison physician; Dr. Shee-
han and Dr. Barnum. of Sing Sing, and
Dr. Ogden, of the Manhattan Hospital j

0
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staff, inserted thermometers here and there
and discussed the results disclosed by the
knife.
Thorn weighed 158 pounds, showing

gain of eighteen pounds since his reception
Into the prison, on December 4 last. His"
brain was normal.that is, of good size and
f-dnfnrmnflfin The 1nn<rc chntFA/l tminac nf
a slight tuberculosis at some former time,
which had healed naturally. The pigmentationin the lungs was slight, which means
that they had not taken on an abnormal
colsr, as would have been the case had
Thorn smoked tobacco. He had a granular
liver and there was diffuse Inflammation
of the kidneys.
Thorn's face was blue, the pupil of Jjls

right eye was dilated, that of the left eya
con tracted. Tl e brain and all the organs
were congested. These things were due to
the action of the electric current. There
was a scar on bis forehead and a deep searingon the inside of his right leg where the
flesh had split apart. The electrodes had
caused these marks. The net result of the
autopsy was that Thorn was a healthy man,
with many years of life before him had he
not forfeited them by his Crime.

Grave in Calvary.
The body will be brought to this city

from Sing Slug on the train due at the
Grand Central Station at 9:20 o'clock this
morning. The burial permit has been made
out In the name of State Detective Jacksou.who will not leave Thorn's remains
until they are safely Interred in Calvary
Cemetery. Paul Mlnker, Thorn's brotherin-law,went to Sing Sing yesterday morningwith Christian Herlich. an undertaker.
Mlnker gave Warden Sage an order for the
body signed by himself and Mrs. Mlnker,
who Is Thorn's sister. The signatures were

attested by a notnrv public and tbe documentstated that the expenses of burial
were to be borne by Samuel Ipp, of No. 155
East Seventy-fifth street, a barber for
whom Thorn worked for six years, and
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Richard Hinehcliffe, a liquor dealer, of No.
1055 Lexington avenue.
The Warden decided to use the utmost

precaution to prevent any possibility of an

unseemly demonstration over the murderer'sremains. For this reason he assigned
State Detective Jackson to take charge of
the body.

It will be taken to the undertaker's shop,
at No. 438 East Eighty-third street, and
transferred to a more pretentious coffin. A
hearse and a single carriage will be in waitingand the little cortege will start for Cal-
vary Derore noon, raui .tunaer auu uis mtiedaughter, Thorn's niece, will be the
only mourners.

funeraltyoday
at calvary,

The train that is due in the Grand Centralstation from Sing Sing, at 9:20 o'clock
this morning, will carry In its baggage car
the body of Martin Thorn. The body will
be taken to an undertaking establishment
and kept there for a couple of hours. It
will be removed from the prison coffin
in which It comes from Sing Sing, and4,
placed In a handsome black casket with six
silver handle^ and a silver plate. On the
plate will be Inscribed:

: t
: MARTIN THORN t

: Died : *v
: t
: August 1. 1898. :

: Age 33 years. :

s j
The hearse with the body will leave fo»

Calvary Cemetery. With it will go two'
carriages. In ihe first will ride Paul Mln-'1
ker. Thorn's brother-in-law, and his young,
daughter. Thorn's sister, Mrs. Mlnker, la.
so prostrated by the ordeal that she wilt
not be able to attend.
A man named Faber and two friends,

former associates of Thorn, will occupy the
second carriage.
Thorn will be interred in consecrated

ground, but according to custom it was
necessary to obtain a permit from the Rev.
Father Thomas J. Hauseinmu, of Holy,
Trinity Church. Brooklyn, who has charge
of these matters pertaining to burials iu

Calvary. There will be no service whateveras the body is placed in the ground.
A conspicuous feature of the funeral will

be a massive floral wreath of blue mauve
and <rrr»on cnntfiinnur n flnrnl pmss uf
white. It is to cost #45, and the name of
its donor is a closely guarded secret. There
will be three additional lioral pieces of considerablesize from Mr. Faber and Thorn's
former employes in the barber shop where
he last worked.
The expenses of the burial will be borne

by Thorn's brother-in-law, Mr. Minker.
A ]arge crowd gathered about the undertaker'sshop last night and tried to get

in, insisting that Thorn's body had arrived,
and they clamored tor a view of It. Two
women dressed in black and closely veiled
were very insistent, but they were not admittedto the place. Or.ly the relatives of
the dead man will be allowed to view tita
body.


